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- “Where are you golng, Buster? Hal
pord looked down upon the sturdy fig
mpre of Dick Hennington, otherwise
“Buster,”” with a twinkle In the kindly

———

BTRY fyen,

“Playin’ hookey,” explained Buster
promptly, “Wanler come fishin’ 2"

for & moment Brian Halvord re-
garded the boy with judielal gravity,

“¥You know very well” he began,
“(hat after such a confesslon It v my

nden duty to see that you are de

vered into the tender clutchen of Miss

pofford,” he reminded. *'And yet here
X am serfously cousldering sharing In
your crimes and your plensures, Buw
#er. It's not only schoolboys who play
fiookey. 1 think [ shall become your
accomplice and play hookey myself,"”
- Biwer looked 1p b guipeise, 1
vord wad n growd man! Men did not
play hookey. Halvord read the ques-
tlon In the big blve eyes
© “There Is a report that | should get
out today,” he explained. “Not to ful-
01l bunlness promises s playing hookey
dJust the same as staying away from
#chool”

“Tlho fish are bitin' fine. Jimmy Mor:
row got 'leven yesterday," sald Buster

defonnively. “I got two lines, |
brought one for Bod Schendk, but Bud
wus ‘frald."

“Clearly this Is the Intervention of
Trovidence,” declared Halvord laugh.
Ingly. "Lead on, my youthful tempter!
But suppose we stop for luneh first"

“BUT IT WILL DE NEXT SATURDAY, WILL
T Not?’

Halvord's boarding place was just
around the corner, and soon he had an
ample lunch put up te supplement Bus-
ter's well flled box. Togelher they
turned thelr steps from the village
scross {he flelds to where the “river,”
suarcely more than a brook, tumbled
over the rocks In Its baste to joln the
Inrger strenm beyond.

They found a lttle nook In the rocky
will whire the gray rocks widened
plightly o form a y lawn fringed
with treoy Just Ing thelr leaves.
There whs still suficlont hint of chlll
In the alt to lend sparkle to the sunny
warmth, and to Halvord, long burled at
hls desk and the lotricate noalysis
. which formmed his work, it seemed an

~ though be bad become n boy aguin an

he dug angleworms with a bit of
broken beanch and placed them In a
box.

Never on his fishing trips durlng va-

citlon tme had he enjoyed half the
gport with costly rods and recls that
be found in the grimy length of line
which Buster extracted from his pock-
el 1t required some surgleal talloring
to remove the barb of the hook, which
tad fastened Itself In the lining, and
Falvord watched the proceeding with
eyes suddenly grown young.
+ It was boo early in tho Beason for the
fish to be finleal as to fare, so the
worm: were more eangerly accepted
than ihe fanclest flled Would be later
in the season. By noon the two had
caught n goodly string, and Halvord.
finding n sultable place of slate In the
streany, decided to add some of the
fish to thelr plenle fare. 8o he bullt a
tude stove with the flat slab of slate
for the brofler.

Buster, delighted with this novelty,
arslsted with a will, and they were so
engrossed with thelr task that nelther
noticed the approach of na slender
glriigh Ngure untll & laughing volce de-
mandel an explanntion of Buster's
prosence #o far from the schoolhouse.

“"Wa're playing hookey,” e:plninedl
Halvord sbameleasly, “Won't you
play heokey, too, Mizs Bennlogton
1t you will you may have some of the |
fish."

A8 he spoke he pointed to the con. |
tentsa of the combined lunch boxes Il
spread upon a stone and proffered a |
wall brolled {ish upon a bit of clean
birch bark. Margnret Benalngton |
fooked, lesitited and was loat.

“1 puppose that I shonld make Dicky
go right to vchool,” she sald severely,
“but I haven't the heart.,"

“I should be at work,” MHalvord ad-
mitted, “but, llke Buster, I Lave the
fishing fever, and T am & worse truant
than he, The mornlog has been well
worth It, though, and there Ia still the
fong nfternoon,"”

As lip speke be deftly lifted other
fish from the fint top of the improvised
gtove ande annonnesd that lunch wes

o | fwies, ok TC ol hlgbt

flon Chronlele,

frved. The sult packed for the bard
tolled egge also served (o senson the
fish, and to two of the trio at least the
uxettions of the mornlng gave added
#ost Lo nppetite,

Muarguret, too, meomed fo fall under
the spell of the diuy. and after lunel
Hulvord resigned his line to her, well
vontent to merely superintend ber finh
lng

Kver slnce be bad come (o Chéster
e lmd worshiped Marguret Benning
ton from afar, but he bad absorbing
work Iu hnod and bad not been able to
sontest with the younger membern of
ber court, Murguret, on ber part, fnd.
ing Halvord at first decidedly enter-
9ining, bad In plque declded that he
wos an old mpn and oblivious to her
wany charms. And bere she found him
an much a boy as her ten-year-old
brothor. His unexpected enthusingm
nnd obyvlous capacity for enjoyment
captivated ber. It wan all so different
from the affectation of world wearl-
ness which was the approved pose
nmong the wealthy youth of Chester,

The wun was dropplog toward the
west before Buster reluctantly wound
up bis lines and thrust them, all drip-
plog, Into his long sulfering pockets,

E:_lur
o
thay reached the road at luat and eame
to & parting of the ways.

“It bas been n most pleagant after-
noon,” wald Margaret as she extended
her allm, cold band to Halvord., “1 am
very grateful to you."

“It s 1 who should be grateful,” sald
Halvord softly, forgetting to rellnquish |
ber hand. “May 1 hope that some time
ngnin" -

“It sets a bad'example to Dicky,"” she l
sald lnughlugly, “but some Saturday
when he does not hgve to pliy truant
we may come agnin,”

“Saturdpy I8 o long way off, four
dnys,” Halvord wald dismally, “But 1t |
will be noxt Saturday, will it not?* |

“Next Buturday,” she promised as she
withdrow her hand,

“Goe," excviglmed Buster ns be and
Margaret swung down the tree arched
lane, leaving the chemlist-author stand-
Ing, bat In hand, “but I've bad a bully |
fay! Aren't you glad you came?" -

He beld up his striog of fish, thrili
ing with pardonable pride,

“I've got n fine catch too!”

The girl looked stralght ahead Intu
the purple twilight.

“Yen, Buster, dear; I'm giad 1 came
And I think we made o Bne catch™

Full Grown Children.

“At nn out of the wuy little station,”
sald & rallway goard, “a party of |
workingmen wished to book to a town .
In the midlsnds to see n foothall ‘
match, Uopfortunately the booklug
clerk bad ounly a lmlted vumber of |
tickets for that journey at his disposal.
Bventually be got out of his difficnlty
by dividing the prces of pasteboard
and Issulng children's tickets to the |
party, at the same time explaining to
me how matters stood,

““They've pall the full fare, of
course,! he remarked, ‘so youn must see
'om through,

“1 had almoat forgotten the matter
when a tieket examiner at B. came
to me and remarked, with a sorrowfu!
shake of the hend:

“Thls under nge dodge Is getting
too warm!

“'What's the matter? 1 nsked.

“Mattor? he echoed disgustediy
‘Why, here’s a whole carrlage full o
children wot plays cards, drinks whis
ky and wenrs whiskers!'"—London
Tit-Bits,

A Subtle Distinction.

Ned, tha friend of Bill, the fish mer
chant, surveyed him reproachfully.

“BHLY he sald solemnoly, 1 aln't the
chap to vound on a pal, but that there
fish you sold my missus this wornin’
was—well, the cat ain't been near the
house since and"—

“Ned," replied the friend of his
youth sadly, “mine's a difficult job.
I've got to make a lving, and If the
fish I good 1 sells It and does pretty
well, If It aln't good 1 sells It and
doess protty well also, It ain't my
fuult: 1 pever sent the stuff wrong,
But yon've a pal o' miwe, and I'll let
yoit know ‘ow you cmn find out for
yonrself ‘ow things are” !

“Yes," sald Ned eagerly. '

“1f you ‘enrs me shout 'Pine fresh

[ :

fsh? vou can reckon it 1s fresh fish,
but If 1 shout ‘Figh

! , ghL-well 1
finh, oh!"~FLondon Tit-
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Moon Blindness In Horses. s |

It Is sald that “moon blindness” in a |
horse 18 caused by "wolf teeth"—two
smnll surplua teeth Just In front of the
first upper premolars, one on each
slide of the upper jaw. An authority
suya: "“The ‘wolf teeth’ do not caunse |
eye disense or any other harm and usu.
ally are not discovered nntll the eye |
dizense appears, The eye trouble Is
‘porfodle ophthalmin® (moon blindness),
which 1s hereditary and Ineurable
Thousands upon thousands of horses
gnffor from this eye disease, yet have
not n ‘wolf tooth' In thelr heads. The |
{mportant matter to remember In con-
nection with perfodie ophthalmin 18 ot
the significance of the *wolf tooth," but

the neceasity” and linportanee of re-
jecting Crom breeding: operations all
afflicted with periodic ophthalmia, or |

cataeact, which resulta from repeated
nttncks.™

Do You Count Your Staps?

Do you eount your siepst . [t is n
allly nnd useledqy praetiee. bot ot the
buck of s lead thls wreior 14 nlways
connting his stops. e can ol yon

o nunsber of steps that lead Ceom his |
flat In Kenslugton to South Kenslong- |
ton statlon (there t& an unineky thir |
toen at the statlon) untll he has mount.

odl to the office window. Aul when he
put the question to hls wife she could
not toll the number of the stulrs ghe
had . climbed (they are twenty) for
three years to the first Goor fat.—~Lon-

'Her First|
Trophy.

By J. LUDLVM LEE.
Copyrighted, 1808, by Assoclaied
Literary Press,

Harriet Lakoe was Indolent by na-
ture. Bhe knew It and admitted It
On warm mornlngs she preferred &
rocking chalr on the plazza to any
outdoor sport. But Harriet at twenty-
four was tnking on flesh, and the spe
elallst whom she consulted sald, "MJI
golf, take long walks and ent po rich
food." 8o Harrlet went In for golf,

Bhe had just driven her ball from
the second tee, a very short and crook-
od -drive, when a ery from tbe bushes
reached her ears. Hbe glanced at her
eaddle, and, as if baving recelved &
sllent command, he started In the di-
rection of the ball. Harrlet's face
wore & somewhat bored expression.
Walts between drives were so Jong.
The caddle returned breafhless.

“You certalnly did swat that gentle-
wen one, Miss Lake"” be sonounced
“Your ball bit bym right on the back
of the band aa pulling some |
bushes aslde looking for hls own ball” |

“Lucky fellow!" replled Harriet. *“1
wish something would hit me on the
buck of the hand so I wouldn't have
to trall around this green every day In
the week!" [

They bad reached the fourth green!
when the skies suddenly clouded over.
Glad of an oxcuse to stop, Harrlet di- |
rected the to take her sticks
Back 0 Bt oo er, while she would |
cut across lots home for loncheon. ,

Bhe walked slowly through the old |
orchard that adjolned the links and
was startled by the rumbling of thun. |
dor. Reallziug that there was no pro- |
tection dn sight, she burried on untll
she reached n broad lane that must
lend to a house,

Large drops of rain had begun to de- |
scend. Another elap of terrific thun-
der, and Harrlet began to run. When
the lightning fashed ber ambition and
energy seemed blighted by It. At the

end of the lane stood apn old barn.
With renewed efforts she started for
its sheltering roof and, breathless, |
reached the door and dashed In. ?

Her bat had blown off. Her black
halr was fulling lo tiny i

uglets about |

o

“MAYER YOU OAN 8AY ‘THR.'"

her forehend. Her petticoats were held
at ankle length to lend fleetness to her
strides. Bhe certalnly made a stunning
pleture as she stood in the barn door.

What was that gueer nolse? It might
be a horrid rat. But before she had time
to decide she was confronted by a tall
chap clad in white flannels.

“H'm~I beg pardon” he began.
“Perhaps we are poachlog?”

“We?" repeated Harrlet. “Are there
two of you?'

“Well, almost,” sald her companion.
“That is, | am here lotact, but my
friend over there Is a bit damaged by
i blow he got on the links. Otherwlse
ho's @ very decent sort of chap. We
ran in out of the raln, you know," he
ndded. N Py i b

Ha glanced gulitlly in the direc-
tion of the “friend,” who seemed busy
opening a basket.

“I ran in out of the wet, too,” she
antounced finally. “You don't mind
if T stay untll the lightnlng stops, do

| you't"

“Mind? Well, 1 guess not!” assured
the man, promptly turolog host. “Come
over anl meet my friend, Mr, Burch,
won't you? Bllly, here's a lady come
to our foast.”

_Bllly rvee and beamed on the unex-
pected guest. He was taking a most

[ delicions looking lunch from a large

automoblle hamper.
“I wigh I could shake hands with
you, Miss—Mise"— he stammered.
“My nyme Is Lake" supplied Harrlet,
“Considering the day,” sald the chap

[ ln white flannels, “it's very appropri-

ate.”

“Shut up, Arthur, will you, and let
me finlsh my spesch? Billy Interposed.
“What | was saylng when my married
friend, Mr, Ralston, Interrupted"—con-
siderable smphasis on the word mar-
rled—"wasa that I ‘cannot shake you by
the hand owing to the fact that some
clumsy gawk selected me as a target
thls morning, Really there should be

' law preventing sueh persons ranning

nt lavge.”

Harrlet was gelting up courage to
confess when Ralston came to her
MesCu.

“Why talk about personalities, Bil-
fy? he began. “Suppose you sk Misa !
Lake to share our repast?” !

I'he three of them sat down, tallor
fashion, on the floor of the old barm |
il made lnroads on the luncheom. |

| disappear behind the tall hedge on the

| penny and do without supper.”

Nothing was wanting. Col drink o
patent  bottles, sandwiches, salads,
strawborries and a Jar of cream, Buch
a feast! And whey they had fnlshed
they wers old frien !

"1 way, Bllly, Yiolet certalnly does
ptit up a fine lnocbeon,” aald Ralston. |

"Bhoe's the greatest girl o man ever
found,” agreed Bllly, !

Violet! Who was she? Harrlet
eould not explain why she felt a toveh
of disappointment on finding that Bil
ly, too, was & married man.

“I gueas I'll be running along,” sald
she, after thanking the men for thelr
hosplitality, "Oh, po; you need pot
drive we over In the machine. The fael
is I just live In that big shingled house
beyond this fence.” With a wave of
her hand sbe was goune, and the men
watched her sllp under the fence and

other side, -

The storm did mot clear away entire
ly, and Harrlet realized that the lawn
dance which the Willlamses were hold-
ing in honor of thelr first anniversary
must be given Indoors Instead of on
the lawn, so she donned her prettiest
frock. Harrlet was never on time for
anything, and when she arrived the
dance was o full swing. Mra Wi
liams grected her at the door.

“You do look peachy, Harriet,” sald
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Fisher Brothers Company

SOLE AGENTS
Marbour and Finlayson Salmon Twines and Netting
McCormick Harvesting Machines
Oliver Chilled Ploughs
Sharples Cream Separators

Raecolith Flooring Storrett’s Tools

Hardware, Groceries, Ship
' Chandlery

Tan Bark, Blue Stone, Muriatic Acid, Welch Coal, Tar,

Ash Oars, Oak Lumber, Pipe and Fittings, Brass Goods,
Paiats, Oils and Glass
Fishermen's Pure Manilla Rope, Cotton Twine and Seinr Web

We Want Your Trade

FISHER {|BROS.

n"hﬂlﬂl- “What have you been
to yourselft You are more love-
ly than ever., Oh, the poor, poor men!”

8 | M. Willlams mocklogly.
%:gy atood fﬂ:ﬁﬁltr for 4 moment.
and the beaming face of Billy Burch

r. Burch, this Is Miss Lake” sald

Mrs. Willlams. *I know you two will
get along immensely, Poor Billy was
hit In the hand teday Ly some strag-
gling lunatic who thinks she can play
golf. But, barring his Injured right
hand, he's the dearest man In the
world—except one” :

At supper time Billy discovered s
eozy corner ln the conservatory, where
they could “eat In peace without belng
Interrupted by that married man, Ral
ston,” as he expressed it. Harrlet was |
eating salnd and studying Billy with |
her big, dreamy black eyes, ]

“l wish Vielet was here,” Bllly ex-
claimed ns he tasted the salad.

“Really, Mr. Barch, I_am sorry that
I am not sufliclent company."”

Billy actually snickered, but Harriet
was plaioly In earnest, so Bllly ex-
plained:

“You see, Violet 18 my colored cook
that I brought up with me from the
south, and If ghe were here she could
taste this salad and then go home and
make a better one, Bee?”

“But, Mr, Bureh, I, too, have a con-
fesslon to make"

“Spare me!" crled Bllly. *1 will run
for Arthur If you wish a father con-
fessor. He's listened to my sins for
years and really borne with them ml
lentently.”

But Harriet loslsted. f

“l want you to know that I am the |
‘clumsy gawk,' the ‘straggling lunatic’
who hit your hand today."

Billy beamed. |

“That’s not the only place you hit,"” |
he sald. “That'll get well. But you
gave wy old hewrt such a blow that It |
Is completely broken in two, Miss Har.
rlet, and only you can mend IL" |

“But, Mr. Burch"— began Harrlet, |

“Oh, 1T know what you're golng to
say,” Interrupted Billy, “but don't say It
yet. I'm In love, and I know It, though
I don't expect you to fall in Jove with
n cripple on sight; but some day, Har-
rlet,” he continued In softer and more
earnest tones, “maybe you can say
l"’“."‘

Harriet looked once more into his
clear, honest eyes. She, too, was In
love, and she knew It. He had none
the best of her there,

“l1 haven't sald ‘No," have I?" she
asked. And Bllly felt that In time his
heart would be mended,

A Cure For Despondency.

A large, fleshy man with whiskers
told me of a soverelgn cure for de-
spondency the other day. He had &
number of girls in his employ, among
them one that he knew was in strog-
gling clreumstances and supporting a
sick mother on a nooe too healthy sal-
ary. She had come Into the store and
lald her purse and somber widow bhat
on the counter while she did something
about the place. The large fieshy man
got between her and the purse, and
when she was not logking he slipped a
five dollar biil Info It and moved un-
consclously about his business. In the
afternoon be noticed that she had a
red spot In each cheek, and she was
heard asking other girls If they be-
lleved In falries. She never solved the
mystery—Iit was two years ago—and
never will unless she reads this. But
the fve dollar blll waa very useful in
Its 11*112 way, and the large despondent
man felt so good for two whole days
that he hip-hopped on the sldewalk on
his way home.—Minneapolls Journal,

Living onNext to Nething.

Moat people do not need the evidence
of recently published statistics to prove
to them that It costs more to llve In
London then 1t once did. But It I
doubtful It any Londoner now living
wae ever able to do it on £80 a year,
ns Boswell's poor Irish palnter did.
“He allowed £10 for clothes and linen.
He saild a man might live in a garret
nt 18 pence o week, Faw people would
inguire where he Uved, and If they did
It was easy to say, ‘S8ir, [ am to be
found at such a place.! By spending
threepence &t a cofiee house he might
be for some hours a day In very good
company. He might dine for sixpence,
breakfnst on brend and milk for a
or
coutse expenses can always be re. |
duced to & minimum by de'ug without |
things. The question 1s, Which of our |
varfous expenses l# unessentinl? Bos- |
well's Irishman hinted at ome. “On
clean shirt days he went abroad and
pald visits,* says his Ingenfous ehron-

icler,—Londen Chronlole.
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ASTORIA IRON WORKS
i Do Mgumcroms

Canning Machinery, Marinc Engines and Boilcis

COMPLETE CANNERY OUTFITS FURNISHED.
Solicited. - Mdh&l Strest

A SUMMER DRINK

Unfermented Grape Juice
\,aabsolntely non-alcoholic
‘Concord.....
Catawba.... .......

Welch's Grape
Nips......ccconn. .

........

Juice

. 10¢

AMERICAN IMPORTING CO.

580 Commercial Street.

rpedbed

§THE TRENTON
, First-Class Liquors and(/Cigars

#02 Commercial Street.
Corner Commercial and 14th. ASTORIA, OREGON

THE GEM

C.F. WISE, Prop.
Choice Wines; Liquors -and Cigars

Corner Eleventh and Commercial

ASTORIA, OREGOW

School Books

And a full line of supplies. Tablets, Composition
Books, Pencils, Ink; everything that the pupil
needs at prices that will save you money.
We have hired Eplenty of EXTRA CLERKS.
YOU WON'T NEED TO WAIT.

WHITMAN'S BOOK  STORE

Free Rulers and Blotters

You want the best money can buy in food, clothing, home comforts,
pleasures, ste., why not in education?

BehnkieDolkier

Portland's Leading Business College

offers such to you and at no greater cost than an inferlor school:
Owners practical teachers More Calls than we can fll
Teachers actual business men  Ju session the entive year

Positions guaranteed graduates  Qatalogue “A" for the asking
1. M. WALKER, Pres. 0. A. BOSSERMAN, Secy, |
/L 1 214 . -ilw L flh ‘ ._ .__ - . i '| ::_"ih_' .



